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AUG. You slut!

Toi. No, I will never consent to this marriage.

ARC. You jade!

Toi. I will not near of her marrying your Thomas

Diafoirus.
ARG. You vixen!

Toi. And she will obey me rather than you.
AUG. Angelique, will you not stop this baggage for

me?

ANG. Oh father do not make yourself ill,
ARG. If you do not stop her for me I will curse you.

Toi. And I will disinherit her if she obey you.

ARG. (flings himself into his chair, tired of chasing her).

Ah ! ah I   I am exhausted.    It is enough to kill

me.

SCENE VI
BEUNE, ANGELIQUE, TOINETTE, ARGAN

ARG. Ah ! dear wife, come here.

BEL. What is the matter, my poor husband ?

ARG. Come here to my assistance.

BEL. What is the matter then, my pet?

AUG. Darling.

BEL. Sweetheart

AHG. They have just put me into such a passion!

BEL, Alas! poor little husband.    What is it all about,

my love ?
ARG. Your jade of a Toinette grows more impudent

than ever.

BEL. Bo not excite yourself so much.
AUG. She has put me in a rage, dearie.
BEL. Gently, my pet
ARG. For a whole hour she has been opposing things

I wish to do.
BEL, There, there, gently, gently.